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this aloud, nor the supplementary remark, "Or
his mistress," which had entered her head for the
first time that day. Instead, she said, "Speaking of
Romola Cheyne, wasn't she staying here last
week?" Lucy knew from her tone that some revela-
tion was imminent, and when she saw Lady Roe-
hampton take up the blotting-book she instantly
understood. "How monstrous!" cried Lucy, moved
to real indignation; "how often have I told the
groom of the chambers to change the blotting-
paper, in case something of the sort should happen?
I'll sack him to-morrow. Well, what is it all about?
It makes one's blood run cold, doesn't it, to think
of the hands one's letters might fall into? I suppose
it's a letter to . . ." and here she uttered a name so
august that in deference to the respect and loyalty
of the printer it must remain unrevealed. "No,"
said Lady Roehampton, "that's just the point: it
isn't. Look!" Lucy joined her at the mirror, and
together they read the indiscreet words of Romola
Cheyne. "Well!" said Lucy, "I always suspected
that, and it's nice to know for certain. But what I
can't understand, is how a woman like Romola could
leave a letter like that on the blotting-pad. Doesn't
that seem to you incredible? She knows perfectly
well that this house is always full of her friends,"
said Lucy with unconscious irony, "Now what are
we to do with it? The recklessness of some people!"

The two friends were both highly delighted.
Little incidents like this added a spice to life.

Lady Roehampton carefully tore out the treach-
erous sheet, "There's no fire," she said laughing;